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novelist, James Joyce; from Vienna came Freud and the other
analysts; from Russia, Tchehov, Tolstoy, Stravinsky, and
Diaghilev, and a philosopher in action, Lenin; from Central
Europe, Rilke and Kafka; from Germany, Einstein and Thomas
Mann, Wittgenstein, with his logical positivism, which took root
at Cambridge; from Italy, Croce and Pareto, D'Annunzio and
Toscanini; from Catalonia, Dali and Miro; from Andalusia,
Picasso and Lorca; from Finland, Sibelius; from Denmark,
but a long time ago, Kierkegaard; from Norway, Ibsen; and
from Sweden, Strindberg; from Switzerland, Klee and Cor-
busier; from Holland, Van Gogh; from Belgium, Maeterlinck.
But our map is still ragged and vacant; true, a map of the
Americas would be much emptier, but the countries of Europe
seem not to produce more than one genius, at the most two or
three. And then we come to France. Here we find such an
astounding collection of great painters and writers in the last
fifty years, as well as scientists like Curie, and philosophers like
Bergson, with half a dozen migrants from the list just given,
that at once our map fills up and we feel like elephant hunters
who have been stalking a solitary anirnal and who suddenly
discover, browsing by their favourite river, the majestic herd.
Ajid here for the moment we will leave them, to approach them
by a long way round, down the centuries.

Let us now compare two pieces of prose.
Here is the first.
"Not until you have been away from it do you realize how
friendly, how beautiful is the meanest English town. Not
the most magnificent scenery, misty mountains, raging seas,
desert sunsets, or groves of orange can compensate for the
loss of the Corn Exchange, the doctor's house, tennis in
suburban gardens, the bank and the bank manager's house,
the rural garages, the arid municipal park, the church clock
and the jubilee drinking fountain. Even a town like Wolver-
hampton looks splendid through memory's telescope, while
tears of homesickness blur the focus of Blandford's market
square and the grey, shut-in climb of Bodmin's main street.